So                  HOURS IN A  LIBRARY
their belief in pigtails, and in Pope's poetry, and other
matters that have gone out of fashion, had some very excel-
lent qualities, and even some genuine sentiment, in their
compositions. Indeed, now that their peculiarities have
been finally packed away in various lumber-rooms, and the
revolt against the old-fashioned school of thought and.
manners has become triumphant instead of militant, we are
beginning to see the picturesque side of their character.
They have gathered something of the halo that comes with
the lapse of years ; and social habits that looked prosaic
enough to contemporaries, and to the generation which hadto<
fight against them, have gained a touch of romance. Richard-
son's characters wear a costume and speak a language which
are indeed queer and old-fashioned, but are now far enough
removed from the present to have a certain piquancy ; and
it is becoming easier to recognise the real genius which
created them, as the active aversion to the forms in which
it was necessarily clothed tends to disappear. The wigs and
the high-heeled shoes are not without a certain pleasing
quaintness ; and when we have surmounted this cause of
disgust, we can see more plainly what was the real power
which men of the most opposite schools in art have recog-
nised. Readers whose appetite for ancient fiction is insuffi-
cient to impel them to a perusal of ' Clarissa ' may yet find
some amusement in turning over the curious collection of
letters published with a life by Mrs. Barbauld in 1804.
Nowhere can we find a more vivid picture of the social
stratum to which Richardson belonged. We take a seat in
the old gentleman's shop, or drop in to take a dish of tea with
him at North End, in Hammersmith. We learn to know
them almost as well as we know the literary circle of the next
generation from Boswell or the higher social sphere from